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AFTER Antonius had left to arrest Marius, Fulvia dressed
herself^ calling for other clothes in place of those she had torn
off. She went to her room, sat quietly for a while, and then
sent for Lucius. He came, fingering his scarred cheek, a look
of dread in his eyes.

"You can have me if you want me," she said, baldly, as if
speaking of the weather.

He started forwards, reached out his hand, and touched
her face. He shuddered all over.

"You don't want me," he muttered. "It's anger against
Marcus."

She gave no answer. Then she spoke, still in a slow frigid
voice. "I didn't call you in here to argue with me. I said
you can have me if you want me."

He drew back, scowled, and answered her in low pleading
tones touched with anger. "You know Fve always wanted
you. You know that if you'd been anyone else's I'd have
stabbed him in the dark. But I love Marcus. I can't do it.
Why did you call me in here when you know I can't do it?"
His voice rose sharply. " If I could do it now, I could have
done it before. Would I have needed to hear you say what
you've said?"

She sat with hands dropped weakly in her lap. "I don't
know or care about all that. You can have me now if you
want.me."

He gave her a lingering look of intense hatred and rushed
from the room.

ALONG the street went Lucius, uncertain what he meant to
da. The blood had hurtled to his head, and he couldn't ease
that maddening pressure. He touched the wound on his
cheek and recalled the day at Mylasain Caxia when he had
fought a gladiatorial duel with a friend as the result df a
drunken wager. He had worn the fish-crest of the Myrmilo,
and his friend the light armour of a Thracian. Lucius had
had his cheek laid open, and the friend had died. Now a wild
lust to attack, to break through, was ravaging Lucius.

Under the stress of his memories he turned down the next
cross-street, passed along some lanes, and came out before a
hall, over the heavy wooden door of which hung a notice